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LEEDLE YAWCOH STRAUSS.

I haf von funny leedle poy
Vot goniea achust to my knee

Der queerest achap, der createat rogue
At ef er yon dit aee ;

He run, und achmnpa, nnd tc)ivnihtejluK
In all barta off der house

But Tot off dot f be tm mine eon,
Mine Icedle Yawcob Btrauaa.

lie pot der meaalea und der munibs,
Und el erydlnR dot 'a out ;

lie abilla mine Kua off lager bier,
l'oota achnuff into mine kraut ;

He fllla mine pipe mlt Lituburg cheese
Dot van der roughest choline ;

I'd take dot vrom no oder poy
Dut leedle Yawcob Btrauaa.

lie dakea der milk pan for a dhruni,
Uud cuta mine cane in dwo

To make der ahticka to beat it mid-M- ine

cracioue dot vaa drue I

I dinka mine head vaa achplit abart,
lie kicka up aooch a touse

But nef er mind, der poye vaa few
Like dot young Yawcob Strauss.

lie asks me questions aooch aa dose :
Who baints mine nose ao red ?

Who vaa it cuts dot Bchmoodt blace oudt .

Vrom der hair ubpon mine bed ?
Und vhere der plaze goea from der lamp

Vene'er der glim I douse-n- ow
pan I all dese dings eggsblain

To dot achmall Yawcob Strauss ?

I eomedlroea dink I schall go vild
Mlth aooch a grazy poy,

Und vieh vonce more I gould haf rent
Und beacef al dimes ensboy

But ven he vas aahleep in pod,
So quiet aa a mouse,

I prays der Lord, "dake anydingn,
But leaf dot Yawcob Strauss."

Hartford Timt.

THE TUttCO-SERVU- N WAR.

The Defeat or tho Servian What Next?
rrrom the New York Tribune.

There is no longer any doubt that the
Servian line of defense has been com-

pletely broken, and that the whole coun-
try now lies open to Turkish invasion.
The capture of Gurgusovatz renders
both Saitschar and Alexinatz untenable,
and it i scarcely possible that the rem-
nants of the Servian army can be con-

centrated in any new defensive position.
Gen. Tchemayeff has shown that he is
no match for Osman Pasha; ho has prob-
ably been outgeneraled from the begin-
ning, and his whole campaign must be
set down as an inglorious failure. We
cannot assume that a people so warlike
and so eager for the present conflict as
the Servians have shown any lack of
bravery; but the most gallant troops in
the world lose both faith and force when
they feel that they are badly command-
ed. If the report be true that Gen.
Tchernayeff failed to send reinforce-
ments to Gurgusovatz in time to save
the place, his incompetency is equivalent
to treason.

For the past fortnight the movements
ot the Turkish army have been so rapid
and well directed that tho chance now
opened to it is sure to be seized. The
two roads into the valley of the Morawa

one from Gurgusovatz to Banja and
Alexinatz, and the other from Saitschar
to Paratjin (Prince Milan's headquarters)

cannot be held by the defeated, scat-
tered, and demoralized Servians. . A
rapid advance of the Turks will open for
them the way to Belgrade, before" reach-
ing which the Danube gives them a new
base of supplies. If tho struggle were
solely between Servia and Turkey, the
speedy triumph of tho latter power
might now be accepted as certain.

But the interests" involved eitend for
beyond the question of the independence
of a province or two. The latter is the
very least of them. The features of a
long-delaye- d yet inevitable religion1?
conflict become every day moro ap-

parent. The horrible massacre in Bul-
garia, incredible as they seemed at first,
prove to have been scarcely exaggerated.
The released fanaticism of Islam has
helped Osman Pasha to his victories,
and the march of the Turks through
Servia will leavo only blood and ashes
behind it Such devices as are employed
in Constantinople, of enlisting Christian
vagabonds under a banner blazoned with
the cross and crescent, side by side, de-

ceive Europe no longer. Even in Eng-
land the conventional pro-Turki- feel-

ing is rapidly dying out ; the London
Times of yesterday simply gives a late
expression to a sentiment which has been
spreading and growing for two months
fmst, until it has become something very

indignation at the cool, indifferent
attitude of the Government. Even the
plea of maintenance of the Ottoman
power in Europe, aa a political neces-
sity, will have little weight in the face
of such evidence as has now been fur-
nished to the world.

The defeat of Servia is thus coincident
with an immense accession of sympathy
for the interests she represents. If for-

tune further deserts her arms as is
most probable it will bo impossible to
prevent that sympathy from moving to
her aid. On the other hand, the hate
and barbarity of the Turks, who seem
bent on reviving the spirit of the seventh
century, and are hardly restrained by a
Government still in a state of revolution,
will be stimulated to new atrocities. In
the present temper of the people, success
means excess, now long will the policy
of tolerate such a situ-
ation t It is already responsible for sev-

eral weeks of slaughter. If either a
Eueopean war or a barbarous aud intol-
erable peace is to be avoided, the great
Powers must not lose another day.
They mnst agree upon some temporary
platitude, as heretofore, and enforce a
pacification upon the basis of complete
and guaranteed protection to all the
Christian subjects of Turkey.

A lightning Bolt Writing tiod'4 Name
on a Blasphemer.

Some of our contemporaries seem dis-

poned to question the truth of our state-
ment that a negro man who was killed
by lightning a fewdava ago in Campbell
County had the letters "GOD" on his
body. Dr. Thomas E. Moorman, whose
poatoffico address is Mt. Zioti, Campbell
county, has furnished the Richmond
Christian Advocate an aeconnt of the
eireumstancen, from which we extract
the following :

" On the evening of the Cth inst.
Perry Jones and George Brown, colored
men, notoriously the most profane,
wicked persons in the whole community,
with three other colored persons, touk
refuge, during the rain accompanied by
a good doal of lightning ahd thunder, in
a tobacco barn on the laud of Mr. Geo.
Creasey.

"From their several positions one
would have thought that two of the oth-
ers were in more, and the third iu as

and then went about his
Cocket-boo-

k,

till nightfall, when he came
back to his dreary rooms and made him-
self ready to call at Mrs. Barnetta's.

The night had never seemed so beau-
tiful, the stars so largo and keen and far
above the earth, so remote and cold
they 'typified all the dear and happy
things of life forever removed from
him. His heart was chilled and his face
was white when he stood at last in Mrs.
Barnetta's drawing-room- , and she float-
ed forward to meet him. He had not
asked for Miss Mercier.

" It is a delicate errand, Miss Barnet-
ta," said he, with a dreary attempt at
smiling. "But the truth is that my
maid, in her officious kindness, has done
such damage to a bit of Miss Mercier's
Eropcrty that I must replace it. And I

to beg you, out of your
friendship for me, to transact the affair,
if such an article can be replaced here.
I believe these little trifles are rather
costly, and, if you will procure one"
and he laid the check he had drawn tliat
morning and the little h'mp rag in Mrs.
Barnetta's hand "as like the original
as possible, I"

"My dear Mr. Malvin, what in the
world aro you talking of?" cried Mrs.
Barnetta. "Have you money to throw
about in this way ? Five hundred dollars

what is it fort"
" To replace Miss Mercier's handker-

chief, if you will be so good as to make
the purchase."

" Like this ?" said Mrs. Barnetta, hold-
ing up the limp rag by one corner.

" Like that," said Lucian.
" Oh, that is too good!" cried Mrs.

Barnetta, with a peal of laughter. "It
is too good, it is too absurd ! What
creatures men are ! Did you imagine
that this bit of finery was worth all that

this little strip of grass-clot- h and Ger-
man lace? No wonder the young men
don't marry then ! My dear Mr. Malvin,
this miserable handkerchief cost exact-
ly $2.50, and was nearly worn out at
that. Did you imagine, too, that my
poor little Rosa could wear $500 hand-
kerchiefs, without a cent to her name ?"

" Without a cent to her name ?" cried
Lucian, springing to his feet.

"Exactly. Aha! Is that the trouble?
Now why didn't you come and talk it all
over with me in the way you used to do,
and save yourself this vexation, and save
my littlo Rosa too ? What an absurd
boy you are ! Another would have waited
to hear that she was an heiress; yon wait
to hear that she is penniless. Well, she
is, if that satisfies you, except for what
I shall leave my little god-daught- when
I die which will not be at present, D.
V. And there she is in tho next room
now. But, bless me "

Lucian had not waited for tho rest of
tho invocation. He was already in the
next room, and Rosa was already in his
arms. Harper' Bazar.

The Yellowstone Country.
This letter is dated "on the Yellow-

stone river." If your readers want to
know what this river and the country
bordering it are, they will not need
Monroe's dime novels, Ned Runtime's
stories, or Prof. Haydeu's reports. In
former letters to the Tribune I explod-
ed some of these romantic theories. In-

stead of its being an inviting region, it
is now, iu the middle of its short sum-
mer, a most forbidding land. To-da-y

wo landed and prospected one of its
moat inviting valleys. There was an
open prairio reaching back alout two
miles to the foothills, and evidently
filled with a luxuriant vegetation. The
height of the bank and the alluvial de-

posit naturally indicated the prewence of
bnlberries, strawberries, and tho

indigenous varieties of the
floral kingdom. Bnt what did we find i
Sage-bus- h and lop-eare- d sun-flower- s!

Ono solitary hermaphrodite wild-ros- e

was discovered, but it might have been
cactus, as we had no botanist on the
boat. The general configuration of the
country is that of a fellow who has been
bounced out of a Canal street whisky-dive- ,

and the general value of the coun-
try is equal to Chicago river water for
toilet purposes. In fact, hero is a scope
of country lying north and south of the
Missouri river and east and west of the
104th longitude which God Almighty
intended solely for the occupation of
Sioux Indians and rattlesnakes, and I
shall ever hold that tho white man has
no more business here than ho has in
Ujiji. In this vast wild timber, water,
proirie one would naturally expect to
find an abundance of wild game. It is
a region seldom enroached upon by the
hunter. So far, wo liave seen a half-scor-e

of wild geese with their young,
one antediluvian bear, one young elk,
and one black-taile- d deer. Cor. Chica-
go Tribune.

"Dynamite Fiend" In France.
The latest French journals recite the

discovery in France of a match for the
too famous Thomasson in the person of
a mercliant in Paris, who recently im-

ported from Switzerland several casks
of what ho declared to be umlntiable

name of Deity, while around and between
them tho skin was nnremoved, and ap-
parently not burned. The above char-
acters occupied the angles of an equilat-
eral triangle, which, as you are doubt-
less aware, was in ancient days the sym-
bol of Deity. This man then appears to
have been branded with the name of hi
Creator in the symbolio language, it may
be of his forefathers three thousand
years ago, and in the printed language
of the nation to which he belong. ''
Lynchburg News.

Pith and Point.
Sprinkle ashes on the icy sidewalks.
A difficult lock to pick One from a

bald head.
They pretend to have a young lady in

St. Louis so kind-hearte- d and lazy that
sho will never beat an egg.

An Indiana man has iust been neatly
scalped by a stroke of lightning, and he
speaks of it as a very wigged perform-
ance.

Kidner is the looking-gks-s than the
wine-glas- s, for the former reveals our
defects to ourselves only, the hitter to
our friends.

It is suggested that the display of
coffins at the Centennial must be in-

tended for the special benefit of the
deadheads.

A wao, noted for his brevity, writes
to a friend to be careful in the selection
of his diet. He says, " Don't eat Q'cum-ber- s

; they'll W-up- ."

From a boy') composition on hens, in
the Boston Courier . " I out my uncle
William's hen's neck off with a hatchet
and it scared her to death."

The Turks are trying to compel the
citizens of Bucharest to take an oath on
the Koran. See here! Isn't it about
time to give that Bucharest. Graphic.

Sympathy is sweet sweeter than
moonshine or molasses but you can't
safely fool around a sea-sic-k man with
too much of it, so long as he haa strength
enough left to kick.

"Small thanks to you," said a petu-
lant plaintiff to one of his witnettuee,
" for what you said in this case." " Ah,
sir," replied the witness, "but just think
of what I didn't say!"

"My dear," said a gentleman to his
wife, " our new club is going to have all
the home comforts." " Indeed !" sneered
the wife; "and when, pray, is our home
to have all the club comforts ?"

This is the season of tho year to get
off the old joke about the city girl who
goes up to the cow-yar- d fence, and, draw-
ing her muslin dress np and about,
says coyly, "Oh, cousin John 1 which
is the cow that gives the buttermilk ?"

A sn oem aker's son has secured the
naval cadetehip in Fernando Wood's
district, and it is hoped it is not the lo?t
of him, but that he will too the mark,
welt the enemy if he ever gets a chance,
and get his share of tho booty. N. Y.
Corn. Adv.

A Chinaman's teeth began to chatter
over the ice cream. He buttoned up
his jacket and swallowed another
mouthful. That settled it. ne jumped
from the table and started to where the
sun could shine on him, exekimirfr.:
"Whoopeo! Plenty cold grub! No
cookeonuff! Fleeze belly all same like
ice wagon 1"

On a recent Sunday at Lowell, Maw?.,
a collection was taken up at one of tho
churches. As the box reached a pew oc-

cupied by a lady, her daughter, and little
son, the two former found themselves
without a cent of money. Master Hope-
ful reached over and deposited a cent in
the box, and then whispered to his Eis-te- r,

"There, I just saved this family
from being whitewashed."

WORKING MAN WORSnTP.
We n.av differ in ome thlnjjs may differ in ail.
We are roine for the Factory nonie for the llaJl ;
We may look up to Cotton, or on it look down
A t wish for, or rev'rnce the Crown :

lint (to long aa to otlice aralut u he can)
We all love and respect, air, the true Workinpm&c
Yea ! all other title we place under ban,
For the highest of lordHhips iny Lord Workicpai&n

I'ltnch.

" I mvB and bequeath nnto Mary, my
wife, the sum o 100 a year," said aa
old farmer. " Is that written down,ms-te- r

r" " Yes," replied the lawyer; " but
she is not so old ; the may marry again.
Won't you make a change in that cwe?
Most people do." "Ay, do they f" said
the farmer ; "well, write again ; I give
and bequeath unto her the sum of X20O

a year. That'll do, won't it, maeter!"
" Why, it's just double the sum the
would have if she remained unmarried,"
said the lawyer; "it's generally the
other way the legacy is lessened if the
widow marries again." "Ay," fid the

' farmer, " but him as gets hcrll dewrve
it."

Plwnetk Knelling.

A rticklfr for correct orthography
writes as follows to the Pottsvillo (Pa,)
Min r: " I red an artickle on trailing
lately, and found som kurius thicn
which mite bear reprinting, and which
mite intfrwt yure readers. Br yore

I would add the following:
There wuz u time wen peplo rote the
word 'music' musickeand musick; bnt
kustom has dropped tho 'k' from all
words bnt words ov one syllable. Now,
Y did our lexicografers not drop k'
in such words, too? It wood be shorter
and easier to write, ' Die gave Jac a kic
and a tioo on the bao with a tine etic'
And Y do the words convey and inveigh,
deceit and receipt, not terminate with
more uniformity'! It wux such wcrd
that diskuraged yure korrenpoiKUait o
much that he has never learned to ttrcll
korrectly, as U may C in this axtickle."

Tnis is on unfortunate season for cir-
cuses, and several of tho largest tmcl-lic- g

concerns have become bankrupt

Hungarian waltzes, a sweet and raptur-
ous measure that set tho blood itself to
dancing in one's veins. Why nott Ono
last dance, one last moment of ecstasy,
ere he went out forever into loneliness.
Directly he crumpled the bit of lace into
Ids pocket, and was bending before tho
little Rosa, who seemed suddenly to have
lost all her light gaiety, and who put out
her hand to him with a conscious burn-
ing blush upon her f:ce that his heart
reflected in a melting glow. And then
there was no thought of pride, or of ne-

gation, or forgetting; the music was
swinging them at its will; they circled
in each other's arms to its delicious and
delirious movement eternity would
hardly have any bliss for lovers beyond
the bliss of this moment. Yet, only a
moment was it, a few moments, a brief
sweet space of half conscious time; and
then a faint recognition crept through
its spell and warned Lucian of tho
poison in this honev. ne was in the
act of surrender; lie was about to seal
his fate and that of his dear girl; to take
her away from her father's wealth and
her luxurious ease and condemn her to
tho carking cares of poverty. All his
nature rebelled; he chose not to be
swayed by this melody of horns and
strings; he would have no passion,
neither music nor love, so master his
soul as to become the element in which
it swam, an exclusion of thought and
fear, of sight and sound, and all other
emotion; and, with his imperious de-

termination, he chose to break tho en-

chantment; tho real world crept back
upon his senses; he heard the tune, be-

yond this cloud .that wrapped them,
breaking again into its distinctive meas-
ure, and, exerting his will, he controlled
their steps, and paused at last beside
Mrs. Barnetta, and with a low bow, and
without a word, gave Rosa back into
that lady's care, and passed into the
crowd and out of the place, and home
to his lonely rooms.

It was daybreak before he sought re--

walking the floors till then, hardlyEose, what he did or what he thought,
but intent upon conquering himself.
He would give the world for Rosa Mer-cier- 's

love, but he would not give his
pride. To him that pride meant self-respe-

to marry her, the child of opu-
lence, meant either to sell himself for a
price or to reduce her to trouble and
weariness in which her love might soon
wear out. He did not doubt that love
now; without a syllable's speech he felt
sure of it. While it thrilled him wildly
and deeply, it cast a sudden shadow of
regret; he only hoped, and cursed his
fate that forced him to hope such a thing
that presently the love would pass, and
some one who would make her happier
weuld claim her. At length, with male-
dictions in the act, he emptied his
pockets of tho gloves, handkerchiefs,
and trifles there, and went to bed, with
the sun coming througg the curtain, and,
worn out in body and mind, slept, to tho
blessed and thorough oblivion of all the
world.

When he awoke it was late in the day.
All his trouble rushed over him, but in a
moment all his will to repel it roso too.
no dressed himself leisnrely ; he meant
to call that night on Miss Mercier, re-

store her handkerchief that he bad for-

gotten to give back after tho dance, and
in some indirect way let her know that
he intended never to marry, and so seal
hio doom beyond hope. He went into
the next room when he had completed
his toilet, and after attending to one or
two other affairs, looked for the hand-
kerchief that he remembered to have
taken from his pocket and to have teased
upon the table there. It was not on the
table it was nowhere in the room. In
a panic he rung the bell, and when it was
answered, instituted an iuquirv concern-
ing the thing. Yes, indeed, Susan had
seen it, and thought it was so yellow and
soiled sho would take it down and wash
it. "Lors, sir, it was the dirtiest little
rag," she said. " Just straw-colo- r. And
I thought I would give it a run through
the tub and blueing and make it fit to be
seen."

"Good heavens!" ho cried, with a
horrified flash of remembrance of having
somewhere heard that the yellower laco
was the more precious it was, and that it
never was washed on auy account except
by people who did nothing else. " Let
me have it at once." And in five min-
utes afterward Susan stood before him
holding up ajittle limp rag, and with a
pang as from the blow of something un-
known and dreadful, the conversation
that he had heard a year or two ago,
swept back upon his recollection.

Five hundred dollars ! Aud gone to
grief in a moment ! And he could no
more replace it than he could fly, with-
out what was the same to him as abso-
lute ruin. Of course, he must replace
it; he could not be indebted, through
the stupidity of his servant, or through
any other means, to Miss Mercier in
that sum. Without any doubt she val-

ued such a bit of lace ; and if anything
were needed to demonstrate to him tue
wisdom of the course he had decided on,
and the uttter absurdity of having dared,
for a singlo moment, to look with love
on one of these darlings of fortune, it
was tho fact that her handkerchiefs
alone were items of $500. What a
shame! what wickedness! what a pre-
posterous folly! How could a young
man marry 1 lie burned with indigna-
tion then.

But to replace it ; one-thir- d of the
sum he was saving to redeem his little

roperty from mortgage all the money
le really had in the world beyond that

for his daily expenses ! It was the rnin
of his hopes, his ambitions, his pride,
that scorned so to bo anybody's debtor ;
it threw him back in the race how long!
But it must be done. He had a triflo
over $500 in tho National Solvency
bank. He drew his check for the nec-
essary sum, and iolded it away in his

were not so inconsistent in tho matter of
rent-roll- s as of virtue and talent in their
daughters' husbands; and ho was invited
here and invited there, and given to un-

derstand a great deal morotlianhe chose
to understand. Proud as Lucifer, as it
was previously stated, ho was going to
marry no heiress of them all and be the
thrall of her money; he would not marry
a rich woman he could not marry n
poor one. When he married he was
going to give, not take, and at present
ho had nothing to give. Perhaps he
would have been a nobler person if he
had not been quite so strenuous in this
matter of obligation; but then, as Mrs.
Barnetta said, he would not have been
Lucian Malvin, and Lucian Malvin was
a very good fellow, after all, and there
are few of us but have our faults.

It was among these ' people that ne
happened to meet Rosa Mercier. She
had como from a distant place, and was
visiting his pleasantest acquaintance;
and certainly the house was pleasanter
still after her sunshiny little presence
dawned upon it. It seemed as if, lor
instance, there never had been any
flowers in the house before, although it
had always been overflowing; it seemed
as if there had been no music there, no
light, or color or cheer; and now the
place was too dangerously delightful for
a young man who did not want to marry
to frequent. She was such a lovely little
thing; not exactly beautiful, that is, sho
would not have been beautiful in a

Eicture, but in flesh and blood, and in
Malvin's eyes, she was exceed-

ingly beautiful, with her soft color, her
clear dark gaze and her bright hair that
broke into a cloud of sunny rings about
her sweet face; such a gentle gaiety
went with her wherever she did; such a
tender grace of manner, too, in the in-

tervals of her buoyant spirits; her voice
was much a warbling voice, her ways
such winsome ways. Lucian Malvin
felt that he must forswear her presenco
unless he wanted to make life a burden
to himself, and he ceased going to Mrs.
Barnetta's where she was staving, almost
as suddenly as the day forsakes the hor-
izon in that dreary season when twilights
are not.

But if he could shut himself out from
tho Barnettas, ho could not shut Miss
Rosa out from general society ; and go
where he would, he met her almost
nightly, laughing gayly, singing sweet-
ly, dancing lightly, till he declared to
himself that, if this was going to last,
he must indeed cease going out at all.
But that was a little too much ; ho did
not know how positively to deny him-
self the mere sight of her. Yet tilings
were growing very precarious when he
could not take a book but . ho saw that
blushing, gold-enringe- d face slide in be-

tween the pages; when he could not
make out a writ without being in danger
of slipping her name into the blanks;
when he heard the delicious voice mur-
muring in his ears when he waked, and
walked all night with the little spirit
when ho slept. He made a compromise
with himself it was all he could and
declared that at any rate ho would not
dance with her again. It was an idle
effort. He might almost as well have
danced with her as have stood looking
at her, quite unconscious of his general
air, and all the lover in his glance. Mrs.
Barnetta beckoned him to her side; he
stood there just as Rosa came up from
her promenado and left tho arm of one
cavalier to be carried off by another.
"You are not dancing, Mr. Malvin!"
she said. "Oh, would yon hold my fan
and handkerchief ?" He followed them
with his eye again as tho music crashed
into a dashing galop.

What right had that other man with
his clasp about this darling ? Why did
he suffer it ? What decency was there
in the society that commanded such sac-

rifice ? Iu his embrace whirling wildly
to this wild music !

" You do hate him, don't you ?" caid
Mrs. Barnetta in his ear. "If looks
could slay " he started. Was he car-

rying his heart upon his sleeve for daws
to peck at! "Oh, I don't pity you a
bit," laughed Mrs. Barnetta, low-tone- d.

And, putting out her hand, she
took Rosa's fan and opened it as she
talked. "Anybody," said she, "with
such a power of making misery, ought
to enjoy it."

"I I beg your pardon, Mrs. Bar-
netta, bnt if you read me riddles, I must
ask you also to be their Sphinx."

" Oh no ; it was the function of the
Sphinx to propound the riddles, not to
solve them." And Mrs. Barnetta laughed
her low, pleasant laugh. "You do not
come to us any more," she said. "And,
as I used to be in your confidence be-for- e

you deserted mo, I can imagine the
reason. I do not like to say that it is
very shabby treatment of an old friond.
Of course I can not say that it is rude.
But if vou do not dance with Miss Mer-
cier this evening I shall be fearfnlly
offended. I am not going to have my
little treasure made unhappy for the
sake of the safety of tho prince of all
good fellows himself."

Lucian changed color so suddenly that
Mrs. Barnetta put out her hand in
affright, half expecting to see him fall;
but in a moment he was himself again.

" Do you Is Misa Mercier " he
began, and paused half way.

" As if I should say another word, and
hud not already said altogether too
much!" said Mrs. Barnetta. "There,
she lias left dancing and gone for an ice.
What do you think of round dances, on
tho whole t" And they were to all ap-

pearances, deep in discussion of the sub-

ject when Rosa returned and swept her
late partner a courtesy, and took shelter
on the other side of Mrs. Barnetta,
Perhaps she had seen the way Lucian's
eyes had followed her, and it had given
her a certain illumination that made her
shrink.

Just then tho band began no of the

A BIT OF LACE.

" It's a perfectly exquisite piece of
lace, papa."

I dare say, Flor."
" But I want you to look at it."
"I shouldn't know any moro about it

if I did."
"Well, then, I want von to buy it."
"Buy it! What fort"
" Why, for me."
"Pay five hundred dollars for a hand-

kerchief for you?"
" Yes, indeed. All other girls have

them, although certainly this is a little,
the least little, nicer than theirs. I don't
know why Lucy should have a hand-
somer handkerchief than I, just because
she's married. Anybody else would say
it was enough to be married, and so let
me have the handkerchief. Married
women have everything love, and lace,
and diamonds. Now, papa, just take
out you pocket-book.- " It was a coaxing
voice.

" Do vou supposo I carry 500 bills in
my pocket-book?- "

" It makes ne odds. Your check-boo- k,

then. I have set my neart on it, it's such
a beauty. If yon only look at it look
at the wreath of flowers, all so delicately
shaded; here the close work in the light,
you s( e, there the open work in the
shade, so perfect you can quite fancy
the colors; and all done in this one
thread. See, papa, there's a dewdrop,
that round hole in the mesh."

"Nonsense, Flor; I can't see any thing
of the kindthero."

" That's because your eyo isn't educa-
ted, sir. Mine is; for I have studied
other people's laces till I could almost
work them. That's a good man ! I knew
you would. You always do. One, two,
three !" And then there was a shower
of kisses and tinkling laughter. And
that was the conversation of a million-
aire and his daughter that Lucian Mal-vi- n

heard over tho transom of tho next
room to his in the hotel where ho staid
over night a vear or two ago, seeing
neither people nor handkerchief, and
aghast at the thought of a handkerchief
costing the awful price of $500, which
was ODe-thir- d of tue mortgage on his
little place that he was trying to pay oil,
heart and soul a conversation that now
recurred to him in a moment of real
agony, as the housemaid stood before
him holding a little limp rag in her hand
that sho hod just snatched out of the
washtnb, and that last night was a bit of
dainty lace that Miss Hole Mercicr had
called her handkerchief, and had given
him to hold during the gallop. Good
heavens, how was he ever going to re-
store it

He was a young lawyer, just entering
upon what in time would probably bo
fine practice, but which was now rather
empirical. lie hud started in the race
for wealth and honor with good legal
ability, good name, and good morals,
and with no other impediments than a
little patrimony in the shape of a modest
dwelling in the suburbs, which he had
been obliged to mortgage for the means
to get a part of his education and his
profession, which mortgago he was striv-
ing to pay off, that he might begin the
future clear of the world. lie was
handsome fellow, this Lucian Malvin,
an ambitious one, too, in some degree,
and very nearly as proud as Lucifer.
He used to feel many a pang in the as-
sociation with those so much wealthier
than himself to which certain circum-
stances had subjected him. He had had
an important case accidently thrown into
his hands, and had acquitted himself so
well that the wealthy client took him up
and would not let him down ; and when
Lucian remonstrated that it was out of
his power to keep up such association,
and was mortifying to his prido beside,
the client had assured him it was not
pride, but vanity, that was mortified,
and that the way to bo wealthy aa those
he met was to keep their company and
get their cases; and he had thought, on
tho whole, that perhaps his friend was
right, and that, if he began to yield with
an ignoble motive, he had nevertheless
become very fond of the ways of people
to whom wealth had given every oppor-
tunity of culture and grace, and who
knew how to treat life like a work of art.
Moreover, it was not a little that Le was
petted by various of these good people.
Certain motherly ladies made him at
home with them, and won his confidence
Ritd affection, notably Mrs. Barnotta.
Parents with "good rent rolls of their
own, as Mrs. Barnetta used to tell hira,

much danger as Jones and Brown wtrn.
They, as their custom was, wrie eugagetl
in cursing and swearing. Suddenly the
lightning descended upou them, and
while the other three wereromparatively
uninjured, Jones was killed and Brown
was stricken down senseless and almost
lifeless for a time. He revived after a
few minutes, and soon seemed to have
regained ali of his strength, but whs
dumb and bereft of his mind for several
hours. Tho lightning had set fire to his
clothing, and he was burned on his chest
and left side and arm before the fire was
extinguished. In his maniac efforts to
free himself from thoso who were re-

straining him the skin was robing from
the burned flesh and presented the fol-

lowing characters, GOD. Very close
representation, to say the least of them,
of the capital letters used in printing the

" clay." The Custom house officers sus-
pected something, kept the casks at the
warehouse, and Rent for a chemist. The
chemist was puzzled with his first speci-
men of tho contents, nnti he lethonght
himself of testing a piece of the pre-
tended clay with fire. It instantly ex-
ploded with a loud noise. Another very
small piece put into a mortar, exploded
on being sharply touched with a pestle.
It proved to be dynamite. The casks
contained enough, had any one of them
been rolled off a cart on to the ground,
to have blown up a whole quarter of the
city. Fancy such a cask in the hands
of a couplo of American baggage-smasher- s!

Legal proceedings have
been taken against this wretch wh thus
risked the lives of thousands to save
a few francs.


